118      THE "HEART'S DELIGHT"
The British tars of the " Heart's Delight * Had stubbornly fought their hopeless fight, Had stood to their guns and taken no heed That a cruel death was their only meed.
But a glance at that overhead world of flame "With a sudden panic their hearts overcame. Strange that hearts one moment like steel, The next a cowardly tremour should feel. They left their guns, their wounded and dead, And ran to the sides with a yell of dread, And many leapt into the raging wave, In the hope their "wretched lives to save.
Then Sir John -whipped out his sword and cried, " By the body of Moses, get back from the side 1 Or I'll spit every one of your mothers' sons, The half of you back and man the guns, And the rest form a line and hand up the water, Or I'll hand you along to instant slaughter."
But as he spoke, a fiery spar Fell from aloft like a shooting star, And broke his leg close up to the thigh, And down Sir John fell with a ghastly cry* Big Ben picked him up, but he cried, " Let be I Prop me up on a rail 1 Never mind about me I But hurry and get the fools back to their work, And kill any slacker who offers to shirk,"
Then Eeuben placed him the mainmast near, And ran to the men who were wild with fear.